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We touched the high water-mark of popularity in
Dublin this year. It is true that we continued our visits
there until 1917, but the old enthusiasm gradually
declined. Why, it would be difficult to say. Recalling so
many enduring friendships made there, one hesitates even
to ask whether the Southern Irish are fundamentally
fickle. Other trivial reasons have been assigned, such as
the discovery that I was not a Roman Catholic or that
the use of our own motor-car instead of the rollicking
but native ' outside' gave offence. The truth is that the
growth of an intense and narrow Nationalism was
alienating the affections of our audiences from any-
thing that was not essentially Irish. But whatever the
cause, I made the mistake at this critical moment of
producing a play which was felt to be a reflection upon
a people sensitive to the charge of superstition. This
was a one-act play called The Spell by Rosamund
Langbridge, a daughter of the Canon and well-known
since in the literary world. The story is briefly that of a
Galway peasant girl, who has fallen in love with a lad
whose superstitious dread of her red hair prevents his
returning her affection. The girl's old mother seeing
her little daughter pining under this cruel dread,
determines to cast a spell upon the youth and 'will*
him to return her love. Whether or not this singular
power is possessed by certain people, the peasants of
Galway believed in its existence and the authoress of
the play, who was born in the wilds of Donegal, vouches
for the truth of the tragedy which ensued. The spell
cast upon the youth was that, so long as the girl con-
cealed from the boy the fact that he had been * willed'
to return her affection, all would be well; but if she
told the truth he would cease to love her. The little
creature for a time, rejoicing in the love of her bemused
boy, observed her mother's injunction, but in the innate
candour of her nature, upon their marriage night
confessed to what her mother had done; and the boy,
his eyes being opened, in a transport of superstitious
terror, killed his young wife- In reality the boy was